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the constable and his watch brawling with mid-
night revellers, the watchman's cry of "Past one
of the clock and a cold frosty windy morning" and the
sounds which bespoke the agricultural under-
takings hidden behind London's urban exterior,
like that "damned noise between a sow gelder
and a cow and a dog" which woke Pepys up one
sultry summer's night. For the country's capital
was still rural at heart, and the rich earth smell
of the fruits and beasts of the home counties lay
about it.4

One did not only hear London, one smelt it.
The sanitation of the day was Oriental in its
simple grandeur, and its effects, comparatively in-
nocuous in a country village, were appallingly
noticeable in the  metropolis.   Rivers of filth
coursed down the centre of each street, and at
the time of the emptying of slop-pails, the passer
by nearest the wall had cause to be grateful
for the overhanging stories.    Around the city
stretched a halo of stinkiqg, steaming lay-stalls,
haunted by flies and kites, while in the densest
quarters of the city the graveyards, piled high
above the surrounding ground, re-peopled them-
selves.  Even on a spring evening, when the air
was full of scents of sap and blossom from the
trees that shaded every court and alley garden,
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